CHAPTER  XII.
"THE  PRINCESS."
Maybe wildest dreams Are but the needful preludes of the truth.
O lift your natures up: Embrace our aims: work out your freedom!
There are thousands now
Such women, but convention beats them down; It is but bringing up; no more than that.
"I say God made the woman for the man, And for the good and increase of the world." "Parson," said I, "you pitch the pipe too low."
What someone called the "herald-melody" of the higher education of women, " The Princess," mostly written in Lincoln's Inn Fields, was published in 1847, and at this time " The Golden Year " was added to the Poems. The subject of " The Princess," my father believed, was original, and certainly the story is full of original incident, humour and fancy1.
It  may have  suggested itself when the project of
1 Sir William Rowan Hamilton, the great mathematician, said: "It deeply presses on my reflection how much wiser a book is Tennyson's Princess than my Quaternions"
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